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mange, cheese and dessert.  It was a very nice dinner, thanks to
Dora, and I think they all liked it and enjoyed themselves.

Thursday, 14 February

To-day I went for the first time into the kitchen garden on the
Brobury side of die river. There were some old Espalier pears and
apples and some young peach, nectarine and apricot trees against
the walls, and one fine fig tree. The garden frames were in a very
ruinous state.

Friday, 15 February

A day indoors nursing a bad cold and troublesome cough. Read
The Marquis ofLossie, the sequel of Malcolm, by George Macdonald,
but inferior to it, I think.

Arthur went to Staunton in the evening to fetch a bottle of cough
mixture for me from Mr. Giles. It was a beautiful moonlit night
and from my bedroom window I could see the moonbeams shining
in the basin of the fountain on the lawn and broken shattering as
the water was stirred into little waves by the night breeze. Hie
white house was bathed in a flood of brilliant moonlight, a strange
weird contrast to the black solemn cedars.

Saturday, 16 February

Another day indoors nursing against Sunday. A lovely spring
day, bright and warm and joyous with birdsinging. The crocuses
are beginning to appear in the garden and in the churchyard some
of the graves are white and beautiful with snowdrops. Emily
walked to Staunton to get another bottle of medicine for me from
Mr. Giles. It was a beautiful warm moonlit evening. Looking from
my bedroom window I saw the moon shining in the river which
was streaming as with flakes of fire under the black cedars.

Tuesday, 26 February

At 10 a.m. went on the box of Miss Newton's brougham to the
reopening of Mansel Grange Church after a good restoration.
More than 25 clergy in surplices. The Bishop preached in the morn-
ing, the Archdeacon, Lord Saye and Sele, in the afternoon. It was
difficult to say which was the worse sermon. The former was a
screed, the latter a rigmarole, but the rigmarole was more appro-
priate and more to the purpose than the screed. A nice luncheon
at the Stanhopes' at Byford Rectory. I was with a small party at a
table in the study at which Miss Stanhope presided. The large